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indeed* The Lake, whose waters scarcely moved,
only a trembling shudder of pleasure once and
again mysteriously stirring, had caught flakes and
scatterings of gold from the last rays of the sun as
it fell behind Cat Bells, Vicar's Island lay like
a dark hand upon the water. Under the trees
there were booths with many things to buy.
Someone was playing a fiddle. Everywhere boats
floated, and the oars plashed like music through
the air.

Happiness? Happiness? Where is it? Where
is it? Here, now, this very moment, with the
movement of the people tinder the trees, the
fiddle and the soft distance of the orchestra on
the Meadow, before one's eyes the silver stretch
of water spreading to the hills that lay like friendly
elephants (thought Judith, who had never seen an
elephant) humped against the sky. Yes, here is
Happiness, because here is Mystery and promise
of Adventure. One cannot quite see who is
moving beneath the trees* One step and whom
may one not encounter?

Two boats were waiting for the Herries family
in the charge of old John Blacklock, who was so
broad in the waist and thick of the leg that he was
like one of the sights at the Fair, two bodies with
one head. This head and face, too, were so thickly
covered with hair that his eyes shone out like
a friendiy animal's from a bush, Judith always
talked Cumberland to him.

She greeted him now with: * Noo than what,
John? * which pleased him greatly. In his opinion
she was a4 gay fewsome lass/ When the weather